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CHAPTER VIL
THE MAYOR'S PaRTY
ELM was a good officer In
many respects, und his pa-
triolinm wus of the best; but
he lked Jolly company, a
Elnss. of something stroug and u lurge
share of ense, Detrolt lay many miles
northeastwanl across the wllderness,
and the English, he thought, would
BOAFGE |y come so far to attack his little
post, especially now that most of the
Indlans io the lntsrvening country bad
doeclared In favor of the Americans.
Recen'ly, two, the weather had been
favori. ¢ him by changing from wet to
dry, su that the upper 'Wabash and its
tributnrles were falling low and would
soon be very dificult to aavigate with
large Latiedux,

Vety 1Itile’ was done to repalr the
stockade nnd dilapidated remnpant of a
blockhouse, There were no sutbelent
barracks, a mere sbed in one angle
perving for guarters, and the old cnn-
non could not have been used to any
effect in case pf attack. As for the
garrigon, It ‘was a nominal quantity,
made up montly of men who preferred
bunting and fshing to the merest pre-
tense of military duty,

Gagpurd Roussillon assumed to know
everything about Indiun affalrs nnd
the condilion of the Englisb at Detroit,
Hls optimistic eloguence lulled Helm
to a very pleasant sense of security,
Bevorley wis not so easy to satlsfy,
but hils suggestions regurding milltary
disciplive and a4 vigorous prosecution
of repalrs to the blockbouse and stock-
sde were trented with diintory genlall
ty by his superior officer. The soft
wonder of a perfect Indian summer
glorified lund, river and sky. Why not
dream wnd bask? Why not drink ex-
bilarating toddiea?

Meanthne the entertalnment to be
glven by Gaspard Roussillon ocvupled
overybody's Imagioation to an unusual
extent.  Rene de Ronville; remembers
ing but not heeding the doubtful soe-
cess of bin (ormer attempt, went long
befordhand to clalm Allce as his
partenalre, Lot she fatly refussd him,
onee more reminding bhim of his obliga-
tions to little Adrienne Bourcier. He
would not be convineed,

“Yoh nre bound to we,'" be sald, “You
proin before, youo koow, and the
party ‘was but put off. 1 bold you to it.
You dre miy purtennire god 1 am yours:
you can't deny that."

“Na, you are not my partenaire,” she
firmly aukd, then added Ughty, “Feu
mon  partengire, you are dead and
burfed as my partner at that danee”

He glowersd {n silance for a fow wo-
ments, then sald:

“It W ldsutenant Bevedey, 1 sup
poset”

She gave hm a guick, contemptuous
look, but tumed it iostantly loto one
of her tantallsiug swiles,

“Do you lmuglne that? she demand-

“Imagine 1t! I know It he sald
with a bot flush, “Have | no sense "

“Precioun little,"” she replied with a
merty laugh.
| “You think so.”

“@¢ to Father Beret, tell bim every-
th and then ask him what be
thinks.," she sald In & calm, even tone,
her face growlng serious.
| There was an awkward allence.

Bhe had touched Rene's vulperable
spot. He was nothing If mot u devout
Oatholic, and his consclencs rooted it
self In what gooll FPather Beret had
taught bhim.

Father Beret was the humble, self
sffacing, never tiring agent of good in
his eommunity, He preached In & ten-
der singmong volce (he sweel monot-
oalea of his creed and the sublime
truths of Christ's code. He was o~
deed the spiritual father of his people.
o wonder Beae's scowllng expression
changed to one of abject self concern
when the priest’s name was -suddealy
connecied with his mood. The coufes-
stonnl loowed up before the eyes of his
consgdenoe and his knees sigote togeth-
er, apiritualiy If not physically,

“Now,"” sald Alige brasquely, bul with
aweet and geotle Brinods, “go to your
fances, go te pretty and good Adrienne,
and ask ber to be your partenaire
Hefresh your consclence with a noble
draff of duty and make that dear
litle girl overflow with joy. Go, Heoe
de Reavile."

Reme felt his sonl cowering, even
slinking. but he falrly walotalved &
good fuce, and went uway without say-
ing another word.

“(fel, ciel, haw beautiful she is! he
thought, & be wrlked siong the nar
row street in the dreamy suushine
wHBut she s pot for me. not for he”

He shook llmself and tried to be
cheerful. In fuct he hummed a creole
ditty, something sbout “La belle Jean-
otte, gu’ a briss mon ogewr.”

Days passed, and at Iasl the thne of

theé “great event arvived. It was &
frosty nlght, <lear, wparkling with
sars, & keeu breath cutting down Lrem
the morthwest. M. Houssillon, Mune
Roussllim, Alice and Lioutenant Bever-
*“‘ together o the river bouse,

D¢ ample apaoe (0r the dancers. Marry
ups bhovered mround the Oaming
e, while within the bouse a fiddle
dang lts simple and ravishing tunes.
Everybody talked and lnughed; it was
r lively racket of clashing volces and
rhythmical fiet,

When the Roussillon party arrived 1t
attructed condensed attention. Its im.
portance, vaturally of the greatest in
the assemmbled popular mind, was en-
hanced-as mnthematicians would say,
to the nth power—by the gown of Alles.
It was resplendent indesd in the sim
ple, unaccustomed eyes upon which If
flasbed with a buff sliken glogy. Ma-
trons stared at it, maldens gaged with
fanclnated and jealous vision, men
Young and old let thelr eves take fall
lberty. It was as if a queen, arrayed
In o robe of sinte, bad entered that
dingy log edifice, an apparition of das
sling and awe Inapiring beauty. The
dancers swung together and stopped in
confusion. But she, fortifled by a
womnn's strongest bulwark, the sense
of peaplendency, appeared guite uncon-
sclons of herself,

Little Adrienne, banging In blisstul
dolight upon Renc's strong arm, felt
the stir of excitement and wondered
wihnt wos the matter, belng too short to
s0¢ over the heads of those around ber,

"Whit I8 Y What s (£?" she cried,
tiptoeing and tugging at her compan-
fon's sleeve. “Tell me, Rene;: tell me, 1
pny."

Rene wne gazing in dumb admiration
Into which there swept s powerful
anger, Uke o breath of fame. He recol-

1t was oa 1F 4 gueen had entered,

lected how Allce had refused to woar
thnt dross whon he had asked her, and

now ahe hind It on.  Moreover, there she
stood beside Lioutenant Beverley, hold-
Ing his arw, looking up Into his face,
sinlling, speaking to him,

“f think you might tell me what has
bappened,’” sald Adrienne, pouting and
still plocking at his arm. "1 can't see a
thing, and you won't tell me."

“Oh, It's nothing.” he presently an-
swoered ruther fretfully,. Then he
stooped, lowered his volee and added:
“It's Mlle. Roussilion all dressed up
Hke a bride or something. Bhe's got on
a buff wilk dress that M. Roussillon's
mother had In France™

“How beautiful abe must look!" cried
the girl, “I wisb 1 could see her'

Rene put a band on each side of hor
alender walst and Hfted bher high, so
that her protty head rose above the
evowding people. Allee chanced to turn
ber face that way just then and saw
the unconventional performance. Her
eyes met those of Adrienne and she
gave i nod of siolling recognition. It
was 8 rose beaming upon a glllyflower,

M. Houssillou naturally understoed
that all this stir and crowding to see
was but apother demoostration of his
personal popularity. He bowed and
waved a vast hand.

But the master of ceremonlen called
loudly for the dapcers to take thelr
places. Onele Juson attacked his fddle
with startilng energy. Those who were
not to dnonce formed a compact double
lne around the wall, the sbhorter ones
in front, the tallor in the rear.

Allve and Heverley wers noon in the
whirl of the dance, forgetful of every-
thing bit ao exhilaration stirred to s
utmost by Oncle Jagon's musie. When
thelr dutce was endnd they followed
the others of thelr set out into the open
alr while & fresh stream of cagoer danc
e poured in.  Bevoerley Inslsted upon
wrapplug Allce in her mantie of un
Uned beaver skin against (e searching
wigter breath. They did not go to the
fire, bt walked back and forth, chat
ting antil thelr turn to dance sbould
come ngeln. peusing freguently 10 ex
change pleasaniries with some of the
people. Curiously enough both of them
had forgotten the faet that ather yotng
men woull be sure to nsk Allee for a
dasce and that mofe than one pretly
oveole lass was rightfully expecting »
Sddy tumn with the stalwart and Land
some Ligutenant Beverley,

Reue de MHonville before long broke
rudely into their selfish dream sud led
Allee lnto the bopse. This reminded
Beverley of his soclal duty; wherefore,
seeing Hitle Adrienne Boorcier, be
made » rush and sevured her at &
gwoop from the midst of » scemmbliog

e e ———

circle of mutualle hindered yorrng men,

“Allons, ma petite!” be oried, guite in
the gay tone of the occasion, and swong
ber lightly nlong with him,

It was lke an eagle danclog with a
linnet, or a glant with a fairy, when
the big Neutenant lod out Ia petite
Adrienoe, ns everybody ealled her. The
hooor of Beverley's attention sat un

appreciated on Adricnne's mind, for all
ber thoughts went with her eyes to-
ward Rene and Allce, Nor wias Bever-
ley s0 absorbed in his partner's bLohalf
thut be ever for a moment willingly
lost aight of the Sonting buff gown, the
shilning brown halr and the beautiful
face, which forned, indeed, the center
of nyraction for all eyes,

It was some time before Boverlay
eould agnin secure Allen for 4 dance,
and he found It annoying him atro-
clously to see ber smile sweetly on
some huckskin olad lout who looked
Hke an Indlan and danced ke a Park
slan. ke did not greatly onjoy mowd
of his parthem; they could not appesl
to auy salde of Lis nature just then.
Not that he at all times stood too moch
on bia aristocratie traditions, or lacked
the virlle tralts common to vigorous
pud worldly minded men, but the cone
trast betwern Allew and the other givla
present was somebow an absolute bar
to & democrntle fresdom of the sort de
manded Ly the oceastion, He met
Futher Beret and passed a few pleas
ant words with tim.

“They have honored your g, my
pon, I nm glad to seo,” the priest sald,
peinting with a smile to whoere, In ons
corner, (he banner that bore Allee's
name wip effectively draped.

Beverley had not noticed It before,
and when be presently got possessiion
of Allce o naked her to tell him the
story of how she planted it on the fort,
although bhe bhad beard It to the last
dotall from Father Beret just a mo-
ment ago, They stood together under
its folids while she nuively sketched the
scone for him, oven down to her ples
turesgquely dismgreeable Interview with
Loug Halr, wention of whom led up to
the story of the Indlan's race with the
stolen damo jeanne of brandy under his
arm on that meworable night s the
subsequent services performoed for him
by Pather Beret and her nfter she and
Jean bad found him ln the mod beyond
the river.

The dancing went on at a farious pace
while they stood there. Now and agaln
a youth came to clwlm ber, but she
sald she was tired and bogged to rest
awhile, smiling so graclonsly upon ouch
one that his rebuf thrilled bim ns AF It
had been the most dattering gift of ten-
der partiality, while at the same tline
be suspected that it was all for Bover
ley.

Helm in his most jovial mood was
drculating frecly,

It wan late when fathers and mothers
in the company began to suggest ad-
Journment. In the open Jamps sus-
pended here and thers the oll was run-
nlug low, and the rag wicks aputtered
and winked with their yellow fames.

“Well" suld M. Rousalllon, cowmning
to where Alice nnd Beverley stood io-
sulnted nod isolated by thelr great de-
lght In each other's company, “it's
time {0 go home."

Beverley looked at his watceh.
a quarter to threas!

Allco nlso looked at the wateh, and
saw engraved and enameled on s mas
#lve casy the Boverley orest, but she
did not know what it meant. There
was something of the sort lu the back
of hor loeket, ahe remainbored with sat-
tufuction,

Just then there wis & peculiar stir ln
the flagging crowd. Bome one had ar
rived, n coureur de bols from the north.
Where wid the commasndant? The
coureur had something lmportant for
him.

Beverley heard a romark in o startied
volte about the Engllah getting ready
for a descent upon the Wabash valley.
This broke the clhinrm which thralled
him and sent through bhis nerves the
bracing shock that only & soldier can
feel when & bint of comiung battle
resches him.

Allee saw the flash in his face,

“Where 8 Captain Helm? 1 must
pee him immediately. Exeuse me,” he
snid, abruptly turniog awasy and look-
Ing over the hends of the people. “You
der be i8: | must go o bim"

The ecoureur do bols, Adolphe Dutretn
ble by name, wan Just from the lewd
waters of the Wabush. He was spea k
log e Helm when Beverley came up)
M. Rousaillon followed oloset ugsen the
Heutennnt's heels, os eager as he 1o
know what the message smounisl Lo,
but Helip took the courenar aslde, mo
toulng Beverley (0 joln thew M
Noussillon nctuded Limself in the con
ti'l"l'll‘ v

After sl It was but the possip of
savages that Dutreinble sommouicat
ed. still the purport was startiing o
the exireme. Uovernor Hamdlton, s
the eotory man, had loen organieing »
large forev. Mo wan probably how ol
hils way 1o the portage of the Wabash
with a fotilla of betlvatiX, sOme oo
panies of dlaciplined soldiors, artillery
and n strong body of Indians

Helm Mstened attentively to Dutrem
ble's lively sketch, then cross ues
tiened Lim with lacoule directiness.

“Remd Mr. Juzon to me” Le wuld to
M. Honssiilon, as if speaking to s wery
nu!

The master Frenchman went prowpt
ly, recoguiziog Capinin Helw's right 1o
comaand, and sywpathlsing with Lis
unplpasant military predienment if the
news sbhould prove rae,

Onele Jusony cwiue I 8 minute, his
fiddis and bow clamped under bis arm.
to recelve a vorbal commiselon, whick
sent bl with some seolis of bls owe
echoosing furthwith te the Walash port.
age, or far eovugh fo sscurtaln what
the English commander was dalng.

After the conference Beverley made
baste 1o Jodn Alce, but he found thet
shie had gone home.

“A fx we'l be In M Hasllion
comes down bere with & sesd forom ™

It was
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sl Helm. Deteriey Wan yonng, en
ergetic, bellicose, and to him every.
thing seemed possibie; he belleved In
vigllance, discipline, activity, dash; he
Bad a great faith in the efficacy of en-
thosiasm,

"“We must organise these French
men," he anid. “They will make good
Aghters If we can once get them to aect
&8 & body. There's no time to be lost
Bet wo have thme enough in which te

W0 A great deal before Hamlilton can
arvive, If we go at It In earnest.”

"Your theory In excollent, Neaten:
ant, hut the practice of It won't be
worth much™ Helm replied with per
foct good nature. "I'd like to see you
organize these pariyvoos. There aln*t
& dozen of 'em that wouldn't accept
the Boglish with opan arms, [ know
‘em, They're good hearted, polite and
&l that; they'll burrah for the
Bag—that's ensy enough—bat put ‘em
to tho test nnd they'll joln In with the
strongest skde; see If they don't. Of
course there are a few exceptions
There's Jason, be's all cight, and 1
bavo falth fn Bosseron, and Logracs,
ad young Ronville.”

"Moussilion”— Beverley began.

“Is miuch of a blowhard," Helm inter
rapted, with a lnugh, “Barks lovd, bl
hin biting disposition la probably nol
viclous.”

"He and Father Beret control the
whole populntion st all eventn” said
Beverley.

“You, and such a population™

While Joining In Captain Halm's
Iaugh at the expense of Vincennes
Beverlay took leave to Indulge in #
montal rescrvation In favor of Allee
His heart was full of her. She had
surprised his nature and fAlled It w
with a wonderful, havating song. And
yet, In his pride—and it was not a fale
pride, but rmther 8 noble regard for his
birthright—he vaguoely realized bow fat
she was from him, how Impossible,

CHAPTER VIIL
THE DILEMMA OF CAPTAIN NELM.

NCOLE JAZON, feoling lke a
fish returned to the water aft
er a long and torturing captiv.
ity In the open alr, plunged In
to the forest with anticipations of lively
adveutare and made his way toward
the Wea plains, It was his purpose to
get n boat at the village of Oulatenon
and pull thenee np the Wabash untll he
could find out what the Boglish wery
doing. He chose for his companions
on this dangerous expadition two ex-
pert cotrvurs de bols, Dutremble and
Juvques Hallonp.  Fifty miles up the
viver they fell in with some friendly
Indinns, well koown to them all, who

wore retarning from the portage.

The suvages Informed them that
there were po slgns of an Kogllsh ad-
vanoe In that guarter. Bome of them
had boen us far nes the BL Joseph river
and to within a short distanes of De
troll without sesing a white man or
heuring of any susplelons movemonts
on the part of Hamilton. So back
entne Onele Jason with his pleasing re-
port, mueh duappolnted that he bad
pot been whle to stic up some sort of
trouble,

It was Melm's turn o lnngh.

“What did I tell you?" he eried, in a
jolly mood, slapping Boverley on the
aboulder. "1 knew mighty well that 1t
was all a big story with pothing In
What on earth would the Pnghsh be
thinking about to march an army away
off down hore only to capture a rotten
wtockade and u lot of gabbling parly-
voou 1"

Baverlay, while he 414 not feel guite
as confident as bis chlef, was pot sorry
that things fooked & little brighter than
he had feared they would turm out to
b, Beeretly and without acknowledg-
ing 1t to himeelf be was delighted with
the life he wan Hving.

He began 1o liks walking about alm-
lesnly In the town's narrow  atreets,
with the mod dsubad eabine on elther
hand. This simple Hfe ander low,
thatehed roofs hind a charm, Evory-
body cried cheerily, “Bon jour, mon-
slenr, comment ollez-vous™ as he went
by, always accompanylug the verbal
salute with a graceful wave of the
hand.

But it wus nlways a glimpse of Allce
that must count for everything lo Hev-
erloy's reckouings, albelt be would
have strenuously donled It True be
wont o Houmsillon place almost evoery
day, it being a fixed part of his well
ordered hubit, nud bad a talk with her,
Sometimes, when Dume Roussillon was
very busy and so quite off her guard
they read together In o novel or lo cer
taln parts of the odd volume of Moo
tatgne. This wus dona more for the
ewoetness of disobodlencs than o s
Joy the nirendy fomiliar pages,

Now and again they repeated (helr
fencing bout, but never with the result
which followed the frst. Beverley soon
mastored Allos's tricks and showed her
that, after sll, masculine muscle s not
o be discountsd at s own gnine by
even the wost wonderfaul womanly
atrength and supplences. Bhe struggled
beavely to hold ber vantage ground
opoe gulned so easily, but the lnevits.
ble was oot to be nvolded. At last one
bowiing winter day be dlsarmed her
by the very trick that she bhad sbown
him. That ended the play, and they
ran, sbhivering, into the houss,

“Ah,” she cried, "It isu't falr, You

weight and power. It all counts ageinat
me! You cught o be ssbamed of your
self ! Bhe was rosy with the axhllamt-
ing exercise and the bitdug of the fros
ty brecze. Her beattly gave furth »
new ray.

Desp Lo her heart she was pleased to
bave hlm master bar so superbly; bhot

£

plisd. "“which Tt ovefbalance my
greater stature and stronger muscles®
Thon after a pause ho added, “After alk
n girl must be & girk”
Bomething 10 bis face, something b
bor heart, startled har #o that abe mad
a quick Hrtle move Hite that of a rest
less Dind.

“You are beautiful, and that make
my eyes and my band uncertain’
went on, “Ware [ fencing with
man there would be no glamonr™
He spoke In Engliah, which he ab

sot often do In conversation with ber,
ft was a algn that be wan somewhat
wroaght upon, Bbe followed his rapid
words with difienity, but she caught
from them a new note of fesling. He
anw a little pale flare shoot across her
face and thought she was angry.

“You should not use your dimples to
distract my vision” he quiekly added,
with a light langh, *“It would be no
worse for me to throw my bat In your
face."

Mia attempt ot levity was obviously
woenk. Sbhe looked straight Into his
syes with the steady gase of a simple,
sarnest nuture shocked by a current
quite strunge to It. Bhe did ot un
derstand bhim, and she 34, Tor fine
inthitlon gathored swiftly together
hundred abhreds of tmproession recelved
from him during thelr resnt growing
inttmacy. He was a patriclan, as she
vagnoly made him out, a man of
wenlth, whoso family was great, e
belonged nmong people of gentie birth
and Mgh attsinments, She magnified
him 8o that he wus Qiffused in her im.
aginntion, ws difficult to comprebend
an o mist In the morning nir-and as
benutitul.

“You make fun of me," she sald very
deliberntely, letting bor eyen  droop,
Then she looked up agaln suddenly
and continued, with n certaln nalve ex-
prossion of Enthering
n her face; I have beon too free with
you, Father Beret told me not to for
get my dignity when In your oenpany,
Te W me you might misunderstand
me. 1 don't care. 1 shall not fenes
with you again' She laugbed, but
there was e jJoyous fresdom In the
soundl,

"Why, Alice-my dear Misa Rousstl.
lon, you do me a wrong. 1 beg n {how
pand parlons I Uve hurt you" he
eriod, stopping nearer to her, “and 1
enn never forgive mysell. You have
pomehiow  milsunderstond we, 1 koow
you haye!"

On his part It was exaggerating o
metw contact of mutual fealings Into
dangevous collislon. Ile was as mpch
pell decelved ns was ahe, and ho wade
inore noise about it

“It Is you who have misandersiood
me,” whe replied, smiliog brightly now,
but with just a falot, pitiful toueh of
megrot or solf bWlame Nongering In ber
voloe, “Futher Berot sald you would
I did not bellove bim, but™-—

“And you shall not balleve him,” sald
Bovorley, “I have not
you. There has boen nothing. You
have treated we Kindly and with bean-
tiful friendliness. You have not done
or mald a thing that Fatber Berot or
anybody else could eriticiss, and IF
have sald or done (he least thing to
trouble yon I repudiate it-1 did not
mean It,. Now you belleve me, don't
you, Misa Housstilon ™

He seemed to be fnlling Into the hab
it of spenking to her In English, She
anderstood It somewhat imperfoctly, o
pecially when in an earnest momant be
rushiod his words together ms If they
had been soldlers e wan leading at the
chargo atop agalnst an enomy. i
manter convinosd hor even though hiw
diction fell short,

“Then wo'll talk about something
else,™ aho mald, lnughing naturally sow
and retreating to & chair by the hearth-
side. 1 waot you to tell we s}l about
yourself and your family, your home
and everything. ™

She sented hersell with an alr of con
seloum aplomb and motioned him to
take a distant stoal,

Thore wan & groat heap of dry loge In
the Areplace, with pointed Aames shoot-
Ing out of M erevices and loaping Into
the gloowmy, cavelike throat of the flus
Outslde a wind passed beavily seross
the roof and tellowed (n the chlmney
top.

Boeverley drow the sloal near Allos,
who with n churred stick used an n
poker waa throsting at the glowing
erevices andd sending showers of sparis
nloft.

“Why, there wouldn't e much to
1ol he mnld, gind to feel seonure agnin
“Our howe s a big old wmatsdon taimed
Beverley Hall, on n W smong (rees
abd hulf surronnded with slave calins
It overiooks the plantation In the val

CTarieton, Tarlddon,” he reposled
ley where a litte river geon wandering

on i way.” He was speaking Vrench,
and ke followed i easlly now, her

wes twgluniog o BGlag out agsly thelr
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“Where did It come fram
“1 have always had 1" 1
“Alwayn? It's the Tarislon crest

Do you belong te that family ™
“Indeod 1 Ao not know,

sillon says he thinks I do."

i

to the mininture
“L toll you this is st

od, with embhasia, It I
atrange. "

Heor chooks fushed
their soft brown, and
with exvitement.

“You, | know” Her
her hands were clasped
loanod towam him
sirange. 1've thought
denl™

“Allon Tarloton; that
is & name of the family, ;
Turloton wus the waother i
Bir Garnett Tarlaton who
the time of Yardiey, It's
Uy, obe uf the oldest and '
Rinin* Ho looked at her
gare of concentrated |
which hor oy fell, “W
mantic,” be exclalmed,
mantie! And you don't know
eamia by this Jocket! You
who was your father, your

“1 do nol know anything.

“And what does M. Roussilion know T

“Just an Hitle” '

“Hut bow cmme ho 9 be
and caring for you! Has
how be got you, where be
whotn he got you, Hurely he

“Oh, I koow all that. 1
yoars old whsn Papa
me, elght yourn ngn. 1 e
Ing & hard 1if, and but
bave died. | was a gaptive a
Indians, He took e and has

very good te e, 1
“And don't you
at all about when, w

dluns got you't"
“No.” Hhe shook bead
od 19 be trylng to recollest
“No, 1 Just can't misember,
thare bne slways ldn
Aresin In Wy wind w
quite get hold of. 1
pot & Catholie. | w
wweet wolnan whae tau
Hke this: ‘Our Father
Aud Allew went on
tiful and porfect prayer,
prated In Mugllah wiith
oesd ahd soletunity,
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shining ssint dnd that he saw
reaky.
“1 kmow,” she pontinoed, “thet



